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the fraud practiced on his uncle,

and makes Connell mannger,

clashes with Leblanc, his boss jobber,
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“DO NOT PRESUME TO SPEAK TO ME ANY MORE!"

Synopsts.—~Hilary Askew, young American, comes Into possession of the
timber and other rights on a considerable sectlion of wooded land In Quebec—
Lamartine, his uncle's lawyer, tells him the property ls
He visits It, and finds Morris, the manoager, away.
Connell, mill foreman, Askew learns his uncle has besn systematically robbed.
Askew and Connell reach an undsrstanding, and Askew realizes the extent of
Askew learns that Morris, while manager of
his (Askow's) property, Is assoclated with the Ste. Marle company, & rival con-
carn, of which Edouard Brousseau js the owner,
Askew discovers a gang of Brousssau's man
cutting timber on his property. After an altercation he is compelled to engage
in a fstic battle with “Black Plerrs,” the leader, and whips him. He also

From Lafe

Hllary dlscharges Morris

=

CHAPTER IV.—Continued.
-

How far could he count on them?
To the last penny, perhaps, and fiter-
ally. Thelr jobs would hold them to
him In spite of Brousseau, just so long
as thelr wages were forthcoming.
Probabiy nine-tenths of them resent-
#d his presence in thelr country. His
victory over Black Plerre had ralsed
him In their estimation; they might
hate him Instend of desplsing him, but
that was ull. He could count on the
devotion and falthfulness of perhaps
one man hesides Lafe Connell—little
Baptiste.

The gang was hard at work helow
the Amm, strengthening the strhcture
of the boom. Riviere Rocheuse, pour-
Ing down from the foothills of the
Laurentlans, speeds with great force
throygh the gorge above St Boniface,
widens opposite the settlement, and,
guthering Its waters there, shoots
gtralghi as a dart over the broken
elift into the gulf.

If, when the jam was broken, the
pressure of the great mass of logs
proved too strong for the boom, In-
stend of passing into the flume they
wonld pour over the cataract into the
8t. Lawrence, where their retrieval
wonld be Impossible. Such an acclk
dent had happened on n small geale
once before. If It shonld happen now
the loss would end all Hilary's hopes,

He was glad Baptiste had seen this.
Hilary searched for the figure of the
little timekeeper and genernl utility
man, but failed to find it

He ascended the hill beside the rush-
ing catarnct. He was crossing the
waste Innd where the logs and tin
ecans were strewn when he saw Jean-
Murie. The little man was engaged in
enrnest conversation with Black
Plerre behind a shed. Black Plerre
seemed to he protesting vigorously.

The presence of the man beside Bap-
Uste came to Hilary with a shock.
Without changing his pace he ad-
vineed townrd them, In his mind re
penting Lafe’s ndvice over and over.

He was still iInwardly gquivering, yet
tr¥ing to appenr unconcerned, when
the two percelved him. Plerre turned
toward him with a scowl om his
brulsed face. HIis eyes were black-
ened, nnd he looked the Incarnation of
malignancy.

He spoke to Baptiste quickly, and to
Hilary's surprise Baptiste, without ac-
knowledging his presence, walked
slowly away with him. Baptiste's
sudden departure puzzied Hilary a
good deal at the time, and much more
afterward.

CHAPTER V.,

Marie Dupont.

Lnfe was as despondent as Hlilary
sver Leblane's treachery, Hilary
had only one cause for satisfaction In
the situation, and that was a purely
parsonal one., He was glad that Le-
blane's eancelintion of the contract had
left the Chatean grounds immune, and
po had neutralized Brousseau's first
move In the enmpalgn.

What galled him was the reflection
that In this fight which Broussean hnd
thrust upon him he was fighting
Madelelne too. He shrank from the
thought of Madeleine Rosny as Brous-
sean's wife: he tried to think of her
as sacrificing herself for her father's
sake. But'this pleture would not hold
together; she was most evidently ac-
quainted with Brousseau's designs, and
approved of them,

On the day after the Interview with
Leblane n new development oceurred.
Lafe, who had been grumbling all day,
enme into the office and fung down
his hat In utter dejection.

“Something new?" asked Hilary.

“There’s talk of a strike,” sald Lafe
in disgust. “Broussenu hns had his
men at work among 'em, and they're
saying that you're keeplug wages
down, nnd that Brousseau would glve
two dollars a day If you would.”

“He wants to get Into my capital,
eh

“It's just one way of hittlng us, 1
tell you, Mr. Askew, It's a tough job
we've taken on, You know these men
nin't got sense, Simeon Duval has
been handing out free drinks In that
shebeen of his at Ste. Marie, and tell-
Ing them whaut a hard master you are,
and they're Just swallowing It."”

“We'll face that trouble when It de-
velops" nnswered Hilary.

But Hilary did some hard thinking,
and It set{led about Dupent. If Brous-
sean could buy ont Dupunt he was
finlshed ; he could never get a lumber
schooner that year, and he must get
out some shipments before navigation
closed. He declded to appeal to Fa-
ther Lucien to help him out in this
difficunlty.

But Father Luclen forestalled him
with a visit that evening,. He was
agreeably surprised by the warmth of
his welcome, heard Hilary attentively,
and at once volunteered to assist him,
“But there will be no trouble, mon-
sieur,” he sald. “Captain Dupont is
Independent, and he does not love the
Ste. Marie people.

“Father Luclen” sald Hilary., *1
wns going to have a talk with yon
later ahout certnin things that are ob-
Jectlonable—the ligour trade, for in-
stance.”

Father Luclen stopped and thumped
his stick upon the chipstrewn sand.

“Now that is exactly what was In
my mind when I started out to see
you today, Monsleur Askew,” he an-
swered, “They are bad people over ant
Ste. Marle, and they are making St.
Boniface ns had as thoy are. They
Inugh at me when I speak to them, It
I8 bad ; but it eannot go on. Monsleur
Askew, as I sald to you the day I see
you, I 'ope we shall be friens, Now
I know we shall he, and, please God,

we shall at lenst keep the brandy ont
of St. Boniface.”

They stooped and shook hands upon
thelr compaet. and then went on to-

gether, past the straggling outskirts
of the village, heyond the wharf, until
they reached Dupont's cottage.

The cure tupped at the door. With-
in Hilary could henr the murmur of
volces, which suddenly ceased. Then
there came the splutter of a matceh,
and the flame of a lamp. Hilary saw
a girl's figure In sllhovette against the
shade,

It was that of Marie Dupont, the
eaptaln’s duughter, and Hilary remem-
bered that there was some mystery
about her; he had seen her going her
solitary way about the village, Ignored
by all and ignoring all,

At the same #ime he saw another
figure slinking away into the shadows
of the pines. Father Luclen saw it
too, and darted forward and canght it
by the arm, and drew It toward the
bench.

It was a girl of about four and
twenty, with a foolish, weak face and
gaudy fAnery,

“Nanette Bonnat,” sald the cure
very sternly, “how often have I for-
bidden thee to come here?”

“Let me go!" ecried the girl, whim-
pering and struggling.

The door opened and Marie Dupont
stood on the threshold. The flicker-
ing light of the lamp within fell on
her face, i{lluminating one side and
leaving the other half In shadow, The
face was pretty, but sad, embittered,
and rather hard. The cure, still hold-
Ing Nanette by the arms, turned to-
ward Marie,

“So my Instructions count for noth-
Ing!™ he sald angrily.

“Well, why should she
here, Monsieur Tessier?” demanded
Marie Dupont. “Have 1 so many
friends In St. Boniface that I shouid
turn from those few I have? In Ste,
Marie they are glad to zee me. Is it
so wrong that I should go there with
my friend to dance sometimes, when
the doors of St. Boniface are closed
to me?*

The ringing scorn In her volce was
characteristic of some latent strength;
she seemed to Hilary like one who has
been hammered into strength upon the
anvil of life.

Father Luclen released Nanette,
“There, run along,” he sald, with pity
in his voice. “Do not come here again,
Nanette.," He made a swift sign over
her. “God be with thee, Nanette,” he
sald gently.

The girl fled from him, sobbipg, and
Hilary could hear her sobs after she
had been hidden by the pines.

“Where Is thy father?" asked the
cure.

“He has gone to the store,” faltered
the girl. “Monsieur Tessier—"

“l shall say nothing,” answered
Father Lucien. *“But do not let this
happen again. Marie,” he continued,
“thou hast won the love of a good
man,"

Her face hardened, and she looked
sullenly at the priest.

“A girl should think long before re-
fusing & good man who loves her.”

She cnst her eyes down; and there
was the incarnation of rebellious stub-
bornness In the rigld figure.

The eaptnin’s steps were heard,
crushing the wood chips Into the shin-
gle. The old man came quickly for-
wird into the are of lamplight ; qulck-
Iy, ms If he feared the realization of
some terror gnawing at his heart. For
a moment Hilary saw the pale gray
eyes with the same menace upon his
own. Ther Duront knew him.

“Bonsoir, Monsieur Askew,"he said,
extending his hand.

He opened the cottage door, but the
cure did not entor,

“Captaln Dupont,” he sald, “there
has been trouble between Monsieur
Askew here and Monsieur Morris."”

“I have heard of it,” replled the cap-
tain.

“Ask him if he Is willlng to accept
his orders from me” gald Hilary.

The eure translated, and the captain
answered him, stroking his gray beard
and speaking with slow emphasis,

“It I8 all right,” said Father Lucien
finally. *“Captaln Dupont takes hils
frelght where he finds it. He takes

not come

“Nanette Bonnat,” Said the Cure Very
Sternly, “How Often Have | For-
bidden Thee to Come Herel”

from your compuny

with his contrnct. He will not brenk

it. If Broussean refuses him freight
he ean pick up all he needs on the
south shore. You can rely on him.”

Hilary felt deeply satisfied. If the
captuin was staunch, not Morrls nor
Hroussenu nor all his men should pre-
vent him from getting out a record
cutting beforegnavigntion closed,

“Tell Dupont we'll keep him busy,™
Hllnry said.

When
upon their homewnrd way he asked
him a question about a matter that
had puzzied him,

“Why does Dupont look at me as If

In accordance

I were his mortnl enemy?” he usked,

“Ah, Monsieur Askew,” sald the
cure, stopping to thump his stick upon
the shingle, “there Is a story there.
S0 he looks at every man when first
he meets him. He fears for the girl
Marie—and unfortunately he is right
in his fears. For she has her mother's
nature,

“It was mnany Yyears ago, nearly
twenty, I think, and before I came
here, when Capt. Jules Dupont was a
fisherman in St. Boniface, He was
married to Marie Letellier, who was
much younger than he, and gay and
thoughtless, People sald it was an {11-
made match; but she loved him, and
they were happy.

“When he left his young bride to go
sealing off Newfoundland the tongues
wagged, but he trusted her, and when
he returned there was the chlld Ma-
rie, and a warm welcome. So three
years passed,

“When Jules Dupont returned the
fourth year his wife was gone. With
whom? Nobody knew. I know more
than anyone in St. Boniface, but I
never knew. Some wanderer from the
south shore; and six months later she
was back with the child, pleading for
forgiveness. He sheltered her until her
death soon afterward. Since then his
fear has been that Marle will have In-
herited the mother's natore. He
never makes a voyuge but he returns
in fear and haste. And he wishes her
to marry Jean-Marie Baptiste, who
loves her—but you have seen tonight
to what her mind is turning.

“The women recall her mother's
fate, and their dislike has made her
secretive and solitary. And it is lone-
1y here, and Ste. Marie so near. Mon-
sieur Askew, you saw the girl Nanette.
She is from St. Joseph, of decent pnr-
ents, who mourn for her. She was
lured from her home to Ste. AMarle,
and I have fears that some one Is
using her as a tool to get the girl Ma-

rie Dupont Into his clutches, But what
can I do save watch and walt?

“Therefore, Monsieur Askew,” con-
tinved Father Lucien, muech agitated,
“I Implore you to prevent this evil
from spreading to St. Boniface. It is
Broussean who debauches those poor
people there, It Is he who Is responsi-
ble for all this evil. He cares nothing
for the people, so0 long as he wields
thelr votes for his creature in the par-
llament at Quebec. And this, mon-
sleur, was chiefly the cause of my
visit to you tonlght, te urge you to
keep the brandy and the dance halls
out of St. Boniface, for I hear it being
sald that one of the Duvals boasts he
will open a dance hall there.”

“No brandy shall be sold on the St
Boniface property, Father Luclen.”

“l am glad, monsleur,” answered the
cure. “But Simeon Duval and his
brother Louls boast of Brousseau's
protection, and they are dangerous
men,"”

“You have my promise,” said Hilary,
“that they shall not sell liguor In St
Boniface. And by heaven I'll smash
any man who tries to corrupt my peo-
ple!” he added, with a vehemence that
surprised himself,

Hilary slept poorly that night. Trou-
ble seemed to be thickening about him.
Had he, indeed, the power to handle
these wild people whose very tongue
he could hardly understand?

Then, out of the darkness, there
rose, In vivid portraysl, the face of
Madelelne Rosny. He admitted now
how much she meant to him, enough
to make any venture worth the while.
He thought of thelr last meeting; and
in spite of It he dared to dream of a
happler one to come. _

Before he fell asleep he had decided
to go to Quebec and try to secure
scine Jobber to take over Leblanc's
lease. At the same time he wounld
look up the land records and get an
accurate fdea of the extent of the
Rosny selgniory.

Characteristically, he put his plan
Into practice two days later, when the

down bout arrived, instructing Lafe to
hold up the dypamiting till his return.
Lafe snw him off, and he had hnrdlyi
arrived on board before rliscnveringl
that Morrls had embarked at Ste.|
Marie. Hilary suspected him of havy-
Ing learned of his plan and spying on
him. The two men eyed each other,
but did not speak,

Hilary put up at the Frontenac and,
having business with the customs office
with reference to a shipment of ma-
chinery, n small matter requiring a re-
fund, he ealled there, and was disgust.
ed to see Morris coming out of the rev-
enne department In conversation with
the aszistant chilef.

He failed entirely in his attempts to
get n jobber to sublease Leblanc's
tract. There were plenty of small men
willing to do so on the Installment sys-
tem, but none willing to risk an imme-
dinte investment on a territory with
such a reputation as St. Boniface had
unjustly aequired.

Hilary knew he had to thank Morrls
for that. He returned to St. Bonl-
face next day with only one thing ae-

complished. He had seen the land map
and ascertained that the upper reaches
of Rocky river had been surveyed and
that the creek was wholly on his own
land. He found, too. with some sur-
prise, that a large island out Is the
Gulf was part of the Rosny domain.
It had not appeared on Morris' rough
map.

Lafe, who met him at the whart,
looked worried.

“I'm glad you've come,” he said, as
they drove to the mill together.

“Things were pretty bad on Saturday
night.”

“They're striking?"

“No, Mr. Askew. That's the bright-
est point In the situation. MacPherson,
the foreman, tells me that it's called
off. Brousseau's dropped that maneu-
ver, for some reason of his own.,”

“What's the trouble, then?"

“l guess Broussean's off on another
tack, Mr., Askew. All the hends was
over to Ste. Marie on SBaturday night
by special Invitation from Simeon Du-
val, who owns the biggest dance hall |
there, There was free drinks for every-

he was with Father Luclen | long sight.

|  “Yon

boidy, and the whole place was in an
uproar till Sunday morning. Not a
stroke of work has been done here till
vesterdny, which means g four-day

The men are only just sobering
up now.

“However, that aln’t the worst. by a |
It's a sort of open seeret [
that they're going to open up St. Bonl- |
face wide, and Simeon's—" |
mean Simeon has dared to |
start ane of his hells here while I was |

| away? eried Hilary angrily,

“Not yet," sald Lafe. “There aln't
no more liquor belng sold here than
usual—yet. But they’'re golng to open
up if they can, Simeon's brother Louis
has rented that house by the old sta-
bles that Jean Baptiste used to occupy
last year before it began to go to

pleces, and he's going to have a duucel

Lail there and gell brandy—"
Hilary r&pped out an oath. “Not if
I have anything to say,” he answered.
“Nor me," sald Lafe.
Is, where do we start In? We can't
fight the whole town single-handed. I
was wondering whether we couldn’t
wire the revenue people—"
“Nol!” sald Hilary sharply.
fight our own battles, Lafe,”
Lafe subsided in a hurt sort of way.
The evldences of demornlization were

“We'll

| obvious In 8t. Boniface. The men were

slow and surly, the women sullen,
slatterniy and hopeless-looking. It was
clear that they had little hope Hilury
could counter this new project. Hil-
ary wos aware of o feeling In the alr,
as if he was being tested. He saw
furtive glances as he went hy, he rec-
ognized reluctance in the sullen touch
of the cap and the unsmiling faces,
while not hostile, watched him with
something llke resentment, as if his
attitude toward the Duval proposal
was discounted beforehand,

Hilary had kept in his mind a plan
of cutting along the bank of the river,
without walting for the snow. It seem-
ed to him a feasible plan to fell right
beside the water, and float the logs
down, this requiring no teams to haul,
4 process impossible until the snow
wiis deep. On the Saturday he went
out afoot to survey the timber in the
upper reaches. In order to get a clear-
er view, Hllary took the publie road
that ran slong the eastern bank, with-
in the Ste. Marle limits, and ascended
to an elevation opposite the low-lying
troct on the west side.

He had nearly reached the branch
road which ran in toward Ste. Marie,
along which Lafe and he had driven on
that first morning, when he percelved
Madelelne Rosny and Brousseaun ahead
of him, at the top of the rise. They
seemed to be talking earnestly, and
Hllary held back, unwilling to surprise
them. Presently he saw Brousseau
spur his horse and gallop away In the
direction of Ste. Marie, while Made-
leine came slowly toward him.

She saw him and turned her horse
gside to let him pass. She had been
erving, find there were traces of tears
still on her cheeks. She would have
waited for him to go by, her face
averted, but Hilary placed his hand
upon the horse's bridle.

“Mademolselie Rosny—" he began.

“Let me go on,” she said in a low
tone.

“] want to speak to you. And if
you are in trouble I want to help
yon."

She smiled wearily. *“I am not in
trouble, and If I were I should hardly
ask your ald, Monsieur Askew,” she
answered. Then, with sudden ve-
hemence, “Why dld you come here?”
she erled. “Why could you not have
left St. Boniface alone, Instead of stir-
ring up hatred? Is it not enough that
my father should have been compelled
to sell your uncle our trees, without
your coming here to exult over our
shame 7"

“I have not exulted, Mademoiselle
Roany; I am sorry.”

“Take back your pity., We don't
want {t. What has Monsleur Brous-
seau done to you—or Mr. Morris?’

“Morris, since you Inquire, has swin-
Jled me out of several thousand dol-
lars’ worth of lumber, Mademoiselle
Rosny. As for Monsleur Brousseau,
the trouble is of his own seeking.”

*“You went upon Monsleur Brous-
seau's land and quarreled with one
of his workmen, and you ill-treated
him shamefully, just because you are
big and strong, and not afrald of a
weaker man. And you and your hired
men—our men who serve you—have
taken Monsleur Brousseau's lumber,
and you are going to sell it ms your
own. You ought to be ashamed of
yourself, you outlaw!”

“You're altogether wrong, Mademol-
selle Rosny.” answered Hilary quiet-
ly. “The quarrels were noune of them
of my seeking., Monsleur Brousseau,
who I8 quite capable of taking eare of
himself, lays claim to land and lum-
ber which Is not his. I suggest,
mademoiselle, that you have not
shown sufficient cause for your hos-
tility.

“I have done yor no wrong," urged
Hilary, "I have come here to take
charge of a legncy which my uncle
left me, It is ull I have in the world.
It has been my hope to make the task
successful and, in suceeeding, to:con-
sider my nelghbors and help my em-
ployees. Is not this a case for our
working amieably together, as you
suggested In the case of Monsleur
Brousseau? Come, Mademoiselle Ros-
ny, let us forget our quarrel and be
friends.”

She did not take the hand that he
extendéd, but she looked at him in
wonder,

“You spoke of my good-will,” she

sald presently, with a touch of mock- |

Surely |
my father's feeling toward you, which |

ery. “What is that to you?
is mine, can have no power to help or
injure you®

“It means much to me, your good-
will, Mademolselle Rosny,” said Hilary.

She leaned forward in her saddle.
“Monsleur Askew,” she sald, “listen
to me. If you value my good-will you
shall have it on one condition.”

“On any condition.”

“That yon leave St. Boniface™

“Except that" said Hilary.

“It is not that I grudge you your
possession,” resumed the girl hurrled-
ly. “Belleve me, I am not thinking of
that. As you sald, the money wnas
paid, and the rights are yours. But
this is no place for you, monsieur. 1
could esteem you and—and give you
my good-will if you sald ‘I have made
a mistake, and went. Why do you
stay here, to stir up trouble and agi-
tate us all? What is it you want,
that you will not take the value of
your trees from Monsienr Droussedu
and go?”

“T have n natural objection to helng
drfven out of my own property,” sald
Hllary.

“It should never have been yours. |

Monsicur Brousseau wanted
my father—"
She broke off In agltation.

it, but

pear her own.

Afademolselle Nosny,” he wurged.
conscious that he was as agitated as
she, “I want to ask you something. I
do not want you to go to Ste. Marie.
I #aid T wanted to help you. Perbaps
1 had no right, but I do not want
vou to go there. It Is because I honor
you, nnd—"

] She wng staring at him In greater
distress. He hardly knew whether
she understood.

“1f Monsieur Broussean—"
gan, half-choking,

“Forgive me, mademolselle, but does
he mean so much to you as that?”

She started and twitched the rein

she be-

“The trouble |

Hilary |
Ilnid his hand lightly vpon the rein,

away, "XOU fire Insolent !" she cried.
“How dare you question me or lay
down the 18w to me? No, I have
heard enough. Stay, then, Monsleur
Askew, and cut down the trees that
you have bought, and sell them; but
do not presume (o speak to me any
more!”

She touched her horse with her
spur, and the beast bounded away, al-
most flinging Hilary to the grnuml.!
Her face Wwas flaming; yet, as she
rode, Hilary could hear her sobbing
| agaln,
| He was sure that Brousseau was
the cause Of her distress. He re-
ealled Lafe's words to himself on the
night of thelr first meeting. Brous-
sean’s grasping hand was stretehed
| forth not only on the gajgniory but on
Iits heliress—and he wvowed that the
battle between them should be fought
out on this ground also.

CHAPTER VI.
Inside the Dance Hall.

It had been the general expectation
that Louls Duval would open his sa-
loon that evening. Hilary was aware
that Louls and two assistants were en-
gaged” in carpentering behind the
closed door of the shanty. However,
evening came and the house remained
closed. Turthermore, there was a gen-
eral exodus toward Ste, Marle, and
when the news eame that Louis him-

them, however, and they reached
Simeon’s place unnccosted, and, stand-
Ing upon the porch beside the door,
looked In.

It was a large wooden bullding,
within which a score of lumbermen
were dancing, mostly with one an-
other; but a few had women pariners.

There was no pretense of secrecy In
respect of the sale of liqguor. Simeon
Duval, whom Lafe indicated to Hilary,
was 0 stoutish, middle-aged man in
shirtsleeves, with pale blue eyes and
n thin crop of reddish halr, turning
gray. He wore spectacles, which gave
him a strange, scholastic expression.
and the arms beneath his uptuorned
sleeves were a mass of fat and muscle,
The interior was vilely hot, gusts of
fetid air came rolling out with the to-
hacco smoke, and the din was deanfen-
ing.

As the two stood there Hilary wgs
astonished to sée little Baptiste pusn
past them and enter. His face was
agitated, and he seemed to see noth-
ing but his objective. He strode
through the dancers toward one slde
of the room, where two girls were
seated. Hilary had observed one of
them decline sm'grul invitations to
dance and drink, though apparently
urged by the other; now he recognized
them as Nanette and Marie Dupont.

Baptiste strode straight up to Ma-
rle and stood before her. Hllary could
hear nothing, but he saw the little
timekeeper gesticulating, and appar-

“Let Me Go,” She Said in a Low Tone.

self had gone It became clear that he
had postponed his inaugurntion of the
test of Hilary's authority, for reasons
known best to hlmself, or perhaps to
Brousseu. ,

Hllary came to the decision to ride
over to Ste. Marle that night and see
what was transpiring there. Lafe, to
whom he confided his scheme, thought
it risky, but, when he could not Induce
Hilary to change it, asked permission
to accompany him and made him
promise to avold trouble.

It was about an hour after dark
when they turned up from the beach
into the main street which held the
chief dance halls,. Simeon Duval's
place was working full blast, as
were half a dozen more, and Hilary
recognized numbers of his own men
en route. Nobody appeared to notlice

'. | disappeared, and reappeared through-

ently Imploring her. He saw Marie
shrug her shoulders and avert her
tace. Nanette was laughing, and two
or three of the lumbermen nearhy
| watched the llftle scene with amuse-
| ment. Baptiste grew more vehement.
| Marie turned on him angrily.

A dance hall—and the
E(eginning of more trou-
e.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

[ Cosmetics In History.

| While the manufacture of cosmetjcs
| began In antigufty, it Is curious to
note how the custom has appeared,

qut the ages. Probably the practice,
| lke many others, began in chance;
some primitive man fell into blue clay,
und when he emerged fancied that the
streakings enhanced his virile charms.
Perhaps some primitive woman smear-
ed her cheeks accidentally with red
clay, or the julce of some red flower
rubbed off on it, and she was so
pleased with the effect that she pro-
duced it porposely thereafter. Other
women admired, envied. and imitated;
and thus a fashion was set.

Playwright's Difficulties.

Oakley, to wvalet of eminent dram-
atist—"How Is your governor getting
on with his new play that the news-
papers spoke about the other day?"
Valet—*Two acts are ready." Ouak-
ley—"Really? Glad to hear it. What
sort of a thing is it?" Valet—*Well,
that is a question. If mistress stays
at home it will be a drama. If she
goes to the Riviern. as she generally
does, ‘t will be a comedy. But if her
mother comes on & visit It will be a
tragedy.”

DEATH LAID TO EVIL SPIRITS

Bangalas Tribe in Africa Refuses to
Believe That Mortal Disso-
lution Is Certain.

Strange rites and ceremonles still
abound. In Africa. Most of these have
their origin in superstitions instigated
by the medicine men or magicinns of
a tribe for their own betterment, while
many are adopted as customs of a
tribe.

Foremost of the funeral “ecelebra-
tions” In Africa is that of a tribe
called Bangalas, near the Quango river.
Here the decessed Is asked to state
the cause of his death, and is often
prosecuted before being buried.

The death of an African in these
sectlons is never announced, and. only
on inquiry Is anyone told of the death
of a tribe member. When the death
;is generally known the relatives come
| and fall into a state of excitement and
| wailings, with frequent Interruptions
of a hilarious nature. Drums and mus-
feal instruments are assembled and
the revelry is continued until after
sunrise.
days. The body Is brought out during
these ceremonies and fastened in a
gitting posture I a cheir and placed
at the door of his hut. The idea of the
natives Is that the deceased shuil share
in the festivities.

Only the mother and wife of the de-
consed show signs of grief. After the
“oplebrations” the deceased Is put un-
der rigid examination as to what or
who caused his death. Naturally, he
{s unable to answer, and the crowd
abuses him, demanding an answer.
At last it Is agreed that he was killed
through the aid of evil spirits. The
body Is then faken to the cemetery.

The inhabitunts do not believe that
everyone must dle, that evil spirits
alone interfere with lives.

|

“Phantom Limbs."”

The illusion of “phantom Hmbs"—
to borrow a [lelicitous expression from
| Dr. 8. Weir Mitchell—far from being
rare or exceptional, is almost univer-
gal among persons who have under-
gone an amputation. Among 90 cases,
including a great variety of amputa-
tions, Mitchell found only four in
which there had never been an [llusion
of this kind. One of the best discus
sions of this matter is thut by Mitchell
| in his book, “Injuries of Nerves." pub-

tished in 1872. The literature, how-
ever, goes back to the sixteenth cen-
| tury, when the phenomenon was well
de. ribed by Ambrose Pare. In re-
|cl.-|11 times Doetor Charcot hae given
some prominence to the subject.

The Main Point

wyonr soclety was formed to de-
clde a pumber of questions of great
selentific Importance?" “Yes. We ar-
ranged to consider the manifestation
of the psychie impulse in protoplasmic
life and the molecular energy develop-
ed by the prismatic transmutation of
light waves and kindred toples.” “And
have you dgne so?" “No. We've only
been in session a week. We haven't
yet declded the question of who 1s
to be chairman.”

Rule for Harmonious Working.
There cannot be said to be any set

with each other. The only way to get
harmony and co-operation is to get the
right spirit, and right disposition, and
the thing Is done.

Rag Paper Ancient.

Paper was made from rags in Arabla
more than ten centuries ago and the
method was Introduced into Europe in
| the thirteenth century.

This ceremony occupies two |

rules for making people get on well |

Ants That Plant.

A specles of ants living on the seml-
arid plains of Texas cultivate areas of
grass nbout thelr dwelllngs,. On the
cultivated space, which may have an

e

| Was Going Down-Hill
Mrs. Bergman's Friends Were
Worried, but Doan's Brought

Remarkable Recovery From

Kidney Complaint.

“T couldn’t sit down without putting
a_lpiliuﬁ: behmdsgﬂl, Il:nck,"}:::;
Ole ] . ennsy’ is Bt
Gary, lng‘ “When I bent i
as I:housh somehgevdd‘y haddlchk 3 kmife
right into my an would often
{:31 to the floor. The
kidney secretions made
me get up four and five
times & night. There
would be only a emall
amount, which would
burn e that I would
almost scream. Before
long my body bloated
an umy hf:etl welt'ﬁdnm
swollen that I co "t
wear my shoes. My skin Mirs. Bergman
loocked shiny and when I pressed it
down it left & dent. I had chills and
fever., Bometimes I would sweat so
that T counld fairly wring the water out
of my clothes. body said I was
fmng down-hill fast. In two months I
ost fifteen pounds and was disconr-
aged. By the time I had finished three
boxes of Doan’s Kidney Pills I was en-
tirely cured and I have enjoyed the
best of health ever since.”

mm.nn:s«-..:o“&n
DOAN’S EIpNEY
FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y.

<
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A Short Course.

Mrs. Edwin was showing Selma, the
new Swedlsh mald, “the ropea™
“This," ghe sald, “is my son’s room.
He s In Yale”

“Ya?" Selma’s face 1 up with
sympathetic understandibg., “My brud-
der ban there, tgo”

“Is that s0? What yeart"

“Ach, he ban got no year; da yodge
yust say, Yon. Axel, 60 days In
Yall' "—Truth Seeker.

DYED CHILD'S COAT
AND HER OLD SKIRT

“Dijamond Dyes” Made Faded, Shabby
Apparel So Fresh and New.

Don't worry ahout perfect results,
Use “Diamond Dyes,” guaranteed to
give a new, rich, fadeless color to any
fabrie, whether it be wool, silk, linen,
cotton or mized goods,—dresses,
blouses, stockings, skirts, children’s
coats, feathers, draperies, coverings—
everything!

The Direction Book with each pack-
age tells how to diamond dye over any
eolor,

To match any material, have dealer
show you “Diamond Dye™ Color Card.
—Adv.

Just because a girl doesn't love a
man s no sign she doesn't want him
to make love to her.

The man In jail doesn’t have t.
dodge automohiles.

‘Why buy many bottles of other Vermie
fuges, when one bottie of Dr. Peery's *Dead
Bhot" will act surely and promptiy 7 Adv.

A Sign.
“Is this business a paying one?”
“People must think so the way they
ere sending their bills In."

After Fheee
Physicians Failed

——y

area of ten to ffteen feet, only one
kind of grass is allowed to grow, and
it is sald that the seeds of this grass
are planted by the ants, Roads are
lald out regularly, radiating from the
hill across the pluin, and the shoots
of undesirable plants are promptly
nibbled off as fast as they appear
among the crops. When the harvest
of the protected grass Is ripe the ants
collect the seeds and convey them
along a radlating highway to the lttle
rooms in their hills. Interesting and
wonderful is the economy of these
tiny insects, They may, when the col-
onies are large and numerous enough,
do considerable damage to grain in
fields where their mounds are reared
and the clenrings made.

The ldeszl,

The only kind of work that Is vital
and enduring and really worth while
'is the work in the dolng of which a
man is haunted by the ideal. and reach-
ing out after an achievement finer and
better than anything he has yet known.
So true is that we do not helieve since
the world begun any man ever did an
enduringly fine piece of work who did
ntt labor under the inspirntion of a
gréat dream. Let a man begin his life
work without the throb and inspira-
tion and power of such a visien-cher-
ishing instinet, or let him lose 1t in the
hard stress and struggle of the years,
and *he becomes, no matter whnt his
sphere or calling In life, a mere “hewer
of wood and drawer of watar,” one
who does them in a cheap and common-
place and sordid way.

Harvest and Hunter’'s Moon,

The full moon nearest the autumnal
equinox (September 22) is known as
the “harvest moon.” Owing to the oc-
currence of minimum retardation In
the time of rising at that period, this
moon rises at nearly the same time on
several successive nights. It rises
early and gives the husbandmen who
have been playing golf all day an op-
portunity to gather thelr crops, hence
its pame. The “hunter's moon" is the
moon following the “harvest moon."
The occasion for its name is obvious.
It occurs at the season of the year
when the country youth, the harvest
having been gathered, slings his gun
over his shoulder and wanders
through the woods in search of the
gray squirrel and other larger game,

Sea-1sland Cotton.
~Practically all of the sea-island cot-
ton Is produced in the states of Geor-
gin, Florida and South Carolina, the
finest coming from the chain of 1sl-
ands off the Carolina coast. It i3 well
named sea-island cotton, as when

rapidly degenerates into upland cot-
ton unless seed grown In the Isl-
ands is obtalned for planting succes
sive crops.

Motor Cop Hides in Boiler,

In one week 202 speeding motorists
on Misslon road at Los Angeles, Cal,
were arrested by a motorcyele police-
man who apparently materialized out
of thin alr. His well-chosen hiding
place was a big abandoned boiler in a
| yacant lot, which afforded sufficient

room for tha machine as well as its
| rider.—Popular Mechanics Magazine,
|

Alcohol From Moss.

A Swedish syndicate Is planning to
distill alcohol spirit from white moss,
there being enormous quantities of i1
avellable.

grown away from the coast the fiber |

Dodd’s Kidney Pills Give
Prompt Relief

Here’s one of the many unsolicited
testimonials which reach us from every
section of the United States. Thousands
upon thousands have been relleved of
their ey complaints and there 15 no
reason why d's—standard for two
gensrations—won't give you the same

prompt benefit,

Mr. B, C. Birchler of Fulda, Ind.
writes, “In the year 186, I was very
low with a severe attack of kidney trouble
and three noted physiclans had given me
up expecting death af any moment, but
death did not come and I ed for sev-
eral months until accldentally one day I
found &n old Dodd's Almanae in my house
which described symptoms exactly
mine. 1 then procured a box of your
pills and took & double dose and the sec-
ond day actually felt relleved. After a
weak I falt so good that I was to bs

i 1 continued using them for a time
and they cured me.

This was fourteen yeitrs ago &nd I can
truthfully say I have never yet been lald
up with the same digease. A severs at-
tack of ‘flu' last wintsr afected my kid-
neys to a certaln extsnt so 1 bo t three
boxes of your pills and used them for
m}l-t:;pote family with the same good
sults.

If your dealer can't supply you send

8¢ in stamps to the Dodd's Madicine Co.,
Buffalo, N. Y. Tell us the pame of your

" BELCHING

Caused by

Acid-Stomac

Let EATONIC, the wonderfal modern
atomach nmlody, ".l?_ yuut quiek r.c.!!d

from Tep
mach, dyspep-

re-

¢ ng

indigestion, bloated, gusay sto
sia, heartburn and other stomach misaries.
Thay are all d by Acid-& h from
which about nine people out of ten suffer
in one way or another. One writea as fol-
lows: *“Before I used EATONIC, I could not
eat a bite without beiching it right up, sour
and bitter. I have not had a bit of trouble
since the firet tablet.” <

Miiliona ars victims of Acid-Stomach
without knowing it. They are weak and
slilng, have poor digestion. bodies Improp-
erly nourished although they fuay eat heart-
ily. Grave disorders are likely to follow If
an acld-stomach s peglected. Clrrhosis of
the Ilver, intestinal congestion, gastritls,
eatarrh of the stomach—theose are only a
few of the many allments often caused by
Actd-Stomneh,

A sufferer from Catarrh of the Stomach
of 11 years’ standing writes: “I had catarrh
of the stomach for 11 long years and I nsver
found anything to do me any good—just
temporary relief—until 1 used HATONIC. It
is & wonderful remedy and I do not want to
be without "

you are not feeling quite right—lack
energy ‘and enthusiasm and don't knmow just
where to locats the trouble—try EATONIC
and see how much better you wiil feel In
eVery WwWay.
At all drug stores—a big box for 5oc and
your money back if you sre not satisfisd

EATONI
SLOW
DEATH

nervousness, diffie
culty in urinating, often mean
serious disorders. The world's
standard remedy for kidney, liver,
biadder and uric acid troubles—

GOLD MEDAL

LN g,

bring quick reli-” and often ward off
deadly diseases. .nown as the national
remedy of Holland for more than 200
years. All druggists, in three sizes,
Lack for the name Gold Medal evTary

and eocept no feiarion =
Woodlawn Farm has small quantity Choice

Tobaceo, smoking-chewing, §0c¢ 1bh, prepaid,
10 Ibs, 6 Ib. Otis Estes. Sharon. Tenn
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